MY YEARS ON THE STAGE
One Sunday evening Henry Miller took me to Froh-man's apartment In the Hoffman House to play cards. Miller and I met Frohman and Anson Pond, who was a great friend of his, In the lobby of the hotel. We played poker for a while, and I felt, as subsequent events developed, that I had been allowed to win and had not won through my own cleverness or prowess with the cards. I do not know whether I was right about this, but I do know that Frohman was a very good card player, as was Pond. We had a very elaborate "terrapinish" supper and went back to card playing.
Conversations with Sanger, which were usually predicated upon the supposition of what I would do if I left Daly, and occasional meetings with Frohman went on for some time. Finally an offer came through Frank Bennett, who was manager of the old Arlington Hotel in Washington.
Frank Bennett, who was the son-in-law of my godmother, Mrs. D. P. Bowers, had been an actor for a time in the Daly company, but he became discouraged and gave up the stage. Fortunately for him he had the keenness of perception, given to very few people who want to act, to realize that there was no future for him. On one of our trips with the Daly company to Washington he met Roselle, proprietor of the Arling-wise selection of our house, to Mr. Stanford White its admirable reconstruction and embellishment, while to the poet Aldrich we are indebted for the choice of our appropriate and comprehensive title, the world being but a stage where every man must "play his part." Mine just now, as the New Year dawns, is a very happy one, since it permits me too Pilnuit ....... . ........ .. MB. JAMES Lewis
